CHAPTER  III
MY next book was The Hearts of Men. This book was written in Italy ; it was not well written, because my ideas had not cleared.    I had to write it, for only so could I arrange my mind, and I got more from writing this book than any other, but the reader, I think, got less.    Yet of all my books none has brought me such interesting letters and friends, especially in the freer air of the Continent, than this.
I took the truths I had acquired of the World Life, inspired by the World Soul, and tried to see if Christianity in any way recognised them. It did not.
Then I tried to find out what Christianity was.
I saw, I always had seen, that it did not come from the teachings of Jesus. It put a dead Christ upon its cross and used the name, but that was all there was of him. Its own description of itself did not tally with the facts. What Jesus was and said I had to leave for the present, but Christianity could be analysed, I mean Christianity after it had become a creed. Before that in the days of its growth it was just the true living ideas of One God and of Immortality